The Tuscan Women Know: a poem by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Beyond the trees, set rows 

away from the tortuous sun 
the Tuscan women know 

to wait, for they who come. 


The threshing’s ‘nere over 
The dry hay heaped, pile high 
Tired men return sombre 
From the endless fields, bye 


the bye, our drink await us. 
Come our wilful mates 

with us into the shade, lust 
we for that that cannot wait. 


What could be worst, the burden 
we Carry in our heavy pouch, 

or the sun that seeks to murder 
us? Snatch we our lunch. 


Set us back. Feed us your pears, 
sweet figs, plums and apricots. Come 
be happy with us. Lay us bare and 
wipe our brow clean, ‘til we be done. 


Then let us sleep our dreams, 
head set upon soft pillows. 

And know what pleasure means 
Watching clouds above us billow. 


Our toil can wait ‘till 

the afternoon is near set. 
Hide us behind your hills ... 
let dry our sweat. 


Far as we can see 
restore us by your pleasure 


Esrt happy we shall be 
to sleep deep within our treasure. 


